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Summary: Bright Lights! Groovy Beats! Lucky just started his career 
with the DCMC ! The employees of Club Titiboo are a weird bunch, and 
the members of the band are even weirder. Every day is different! How 
will Lucky adjust to this wacky bunch? Follow along as he experiences 
fun practices and heart-pounding concerts! (A bunch of one-off 
stories; not necessarily in order :3c) 


1. First Practice with the DCMC 

Lucky stood in his selected spot on stage, sound of random guitar 
strums and cymbal crashes echoing through the concert hall. Today was 
his first day actually practicing WITH the rest of the band. For the 
past couple weeks, it's just been him learning how to play the 
upright bass with help from Magic. 

The noise continued to bounce around, until a single voice boomed 
over all the other sounds. 


"Alright, guys!" OJ said over everyone's instruments. "Let's bring it 
together . " 


The random noises died as everyone's 
with OJ. 

Lucky leaned around the bass and met 
reassuring smile, almost like he was 
do just fine!" OJ turned back to the 
breath in. 


focus was brought up to meet 


eyes with OJ. He gave Lucky a 
saying "Don't worry, man! You'll 
rest of the band and took a deep 


"OK! So..." He said, rubbing his hands over the sax hanging around 
his neck. "First order of business, we've got ourselves a bass 
player ! " 

Lucky gave a small wave to the rest of the band as they all cheered 
on their new-found friend. 



"Second order of business," OJ said over the cheering. He paused for 
a second, rubbing his hands a little slower. "Uhh... it was..." He 
looked down at the ground. 

Lucky stared at OJ, trying to figure out what was happening. The band 
went silent for a few moments. 

Magic finally spoke up; "The waitresses, OJ." 

"RIGHT!" OJ almost jumped. "The waitresses! Thank you. Magic!" 

OJ re-positioned his feet and started from the top. "Second order of 
business; some of the waitresses have been complaining about noise 
coming from the break room and from bedrooms, SO... we all have to 
either practice here in the concert hall or really 
quietly . " 

Reaching towards the stand behind him, OJ picked up a handful of 
folders and clapped them together. 

"Finally," He said, moving towards Lucky. "Shimmy and I have finished 
rewriting music to accommodate for our new bass player." 

OJ handed the folder to Lucky, who took it gingerly. OJ then moved 
over to Magic to hand out the rest of the music. 

The drum rattled as Baccio set his drumsticks down. 

"You didn't write anything for me, did you?" He said as OJ moved 
around toward him. 

"Actually, " OJ answered as he handed the folder to Magic and began to 
move towards him. "We did." 

Shimmy and Magic snickered as Baccio swung his seat around to meet 
OJ. 

"Wh-Why? You know I can't-" 

"I'm kidding, Baccio. We didn't write anything for you." 

OJ chuckled as he moved away from the drumset . 

Lucky looked at OJ. _Did I miss something? _He thought. 

OJ made it back to the front of the stage and opened up his own 
folder to pull out music. 

"Are we gonna try the Theme today?" Magic said. 

OJ filed through a few pages of music before answering. 

"Actually, I was thinking we could try _Samba de Combo_ today. Shimmy 
wrote a wicked cool bass line at the beginning." 

Lucky froze. 

"Uh, OJ." Magic said, softening his voice a bit. "I don't think 
Lucky's ready for something like that. He just got the hang of 



playing that thing. 


Lucky's thoughts were racing. He swung his head to look at the music 
on his stand. And, sure enough, there was the monster of a bass 
solo . 

"He'll be fine! I believe he can do it!" OJ said. 

_He ' s putting way to much confidence in me. . ._ Lucky's face scrunched 
up . 

Looking back to the rest of the band, he saw that they were already 
getting the special instruments they would be using for _Samba de 
Combo_. There was a variety of instruments that would normally be 
unusual for a band to use, but not for this band. There were egg 
shakers, a gnarled object, a stick of some sort, and something that 
looks like a beaten up trash can lid. For some reason, Baccio was 
treating that piece of garbage with extra care. 

Baccio could feel Lucky's confused stare boring into him. He halted 
his setup and faced his body toward the new bassist. With his 
mallets, he made broad gestures indicating that what he was moving 
was not a trash can, but some sort of custom made drum. 

Before Lucky knew it, everyone was in place and ready to begin. He 
scrambled to get his music in order to catch up with the rest of the 
band, but OJ gave him another smile and told him to relax. "I'll cue 
you in when you're all set... We're ready when you are, 

Baccio ! " 

Baccio gave him a nod and then sat down in his seat. Facing Magic and 
Shimmy, he gave them a thumbs up and nodded his head till he got to 
the desired tempo. He lifted his drum sticks slightly above the 
drums. Without much warning, Baccio, Magic and Shimmy had all joined 
together in a driving rhythm, all of them absorbed in the energy of 
the song. 

_What? They're already playing and- Oh no... _Lucky caught OJ's eye, 
and the band leader took a big breath. 

_0h, no no no- please don't count me in. I'm hardly ready at all and 
I 

"1, 2, 3, Hakkotan!" 

Lucky's fingers flew up to the neck of the bass and, as if on 
instinct, began maneuvering their way around the strings to the 
fast-paced rhythm. His brain barely kept up as the notes on the page 
danced around. His fingers just moved on their own. And it was 
_working_. 

Shimmy soon came in on the keyboard, keeping in perfect harmony with 
Lucky. OJ came in soon after, moving and bending the music to his 
will. Everything and everyone worked with each other. 

The notes on the page ended and Lucky had a break to comprehend what 
happened. Behind him, Baccio bounced his mallets against the 
garbage-lid-looking drum. The sound of the instrument caught Lucky 
off-guard. The way the notes rang through the concert hall was so 
unique and nothing he had ever heard before. 



In fact, it was so awe-inspiring. Lucky forgot about his 
entrance . 

He quickly moved his hands back into place as he tried to cover up 
his mistake. OJ looked back behind him, his sax firmly in his mouth, 
and gave Lucky the "Everything ok?" look. Lucky gave a forced smile 
as he made his way back into the music. 

The next lines were easy. One note after the other. Lucky knew he 
could handle quarter notes. 

But he was so enthralled by the unique sounds of all the other 
instruments around him. The way clacks and ticks and scratches all 
worked together to create a groove made Lucky forget about the sound 
of his own instrument. 

TWANG. Wrong note. 

Lucky knotted his face at the sound of the deep note that argued with 
the music. He missed the next couple notes just to get his mind back 
on where he was. He could feel Shimmy looking up at him across the 
way. He avoided making eye contact, but still made a small nod to 
tell Shimmy that he was alright. 

_Don't do it again don't do it again don't do it again, _Lucky ' s mind 
chanted. But his heart sank even more with the next few missed notes 
of the song. 

At one point, he felt as if he wasn't reading the music right. The 
notes didn't line up and his playing didn't seem to groove. Lucky's 
face grew hot and his fingers frantically felt around the strings to 
attempt to make peace with the gnarled sounds. 

But Lucky pulled himself through to the end of the music. Everyone 
ended on one harmonic note that left a feeling of content. The last 
note echoed for a few moments and the band stood in silence for a 
moment before they all turned towards Lucky. 

Lucky tried to hide himself behind his bass, but OJ came up next to 
him and smacked his hand in the center of his back. 

"Hey! Great job, man!" OJ smiled widely. 

"Not bad for first rehearsal!" Shimmy beamed from across the 
stage . 

Magic stood in awe. "I can't believe you NAILED that line! That was 
great ! " 

Lucky turned towards Baccio, who gave him a solid thumbs up and a 
calm grin. 

Lucky smiled weakly and lowered his shaking hands from the neck of 
the bass. "Th-Thank you." He said softly. 

He did do a good job and he knew it. Lucky felt like, for the first 
time, he did something incredible. 



><p>Lucky flopped on top of his mattress and waded in his euphoria. 
Compared to all of his memories, which ended up being only about 15 
days worth of memories, this was the happiest he has ever been in his 
entire life. He lay flat on his back, arms behind his head, and let 
the fluttering warmth fill up his heart and the corners of his mouth. 
No, he hadn't been in the band for very long, but for some reason he 
finally felt like he did something right. <p> 

A clicking and creaking noise indicated that someone was entering the 
room next to his. 

Turning his head back to his own room, he noticed the differences 
between his room and the small glimpses he got into the other ones. 

It was nearly barren, not to mention the fact that it was extremely 
dusty. He dragged a hand across the night stand next to his bed, and 
inspected his fingers. 

_Well, at least I can start by getting rid of all this old dust 
piling up_. Lucky thought to himself. He wiped his hands on his pants 
and lowered it onto his stomach. It could at least wait until the 
reality sunk in of what just happened sunk in. Despite Lucky being 
unsure, nervous, and an anxious mess, he had performed better than he 
could have ever imagined. 

"How do you think _Samba_ went today?" 

Lucky perked up as he heard the faint voices come from the other side 
of the wall. He had been so absorbed in his own thoughts that he 
didn't hear another person enter the room next to his. Leaning his 
head towards the wall, he tried to hear the voices better. 

"I think it went pretty well. I'm glad the steel drums survived for 
so long in storage, actually..." 

"OJ, I'm talking about Lucky." 

There was silence. The hairs on the back of Lucky's neck stood 
up . 


"... Lucky did very well today, you know that. Shimmy." 

His chest tightened as he heard OJ's voice get softer. He wiped the 
sweat off his palms and placed them firmly on his thighs. 

"The beginning was alright but he almost completely fell apart in the 
middle. I know you heard it, OJ." 

"Yeah, I heard it, but-" 

"I had to carry him through the rest of the piece. I don't think he 
would have made it on his own." 

It went silent again. 

Lucky's heart was racing. _Shimmy was pulling me through? Oh no, I 
didn't think I was that bad. . ._ 


"Shimmy . . . 



"I think he needs more practice with Magic. He's not ready for full 
band rehearsals just yet-" 


"Shimmy stop." 

_He ' s right. I shouldn't even _be _in the band. I'm not ready. I'm 
not even close to being ready. _ 

"Lucky did great for his first time. You have to remember that he 
didn't even know what a bass _was _before two weeks ago. No, he's not 
fantastic yet, but I'm not expecting him to be. And he'll never get 
better if he doesn't hear his mistakes, _Shimmy._" 

Lucky froze. His lungs hurt and his eyes felt like falling out of his 
sockets. He couldn't get the knot out of his stomach, even with the 
tightening grip of his hands on his abdomen. OJ's voice broke through 
again . 

"We can practice an easier song tomorrow." 

" . . . Alright . " 

The two voices disappeared and were replaced with the ambient sounds 
of the club. Lucky was left once again to his own thoughts. But those 
weren't any more pleasant than OJ and Shimmy's conversation. Lucky's 
arm shook as he pulled himself back into his spot on the bed. His 
chest was on fire and his breathing was choppy and uneven. His body 
melted into the comforting embrace of the mattress and warm blankets. 
He wanted to just evaporate into the warm air and never disappear 
forever . 

Lucky's thoughts were halted with the sound of two raps on his door. 
As the door opened, he sat up to greet whoever was at the door. 

The doorknob twisted and Magic popped his head through the 
opening . 

"Hey, man!" He smiled. "Doin' alright?" 

Lucky rubbed his eye and took a deep, shaky breath. "Yeah. I'm 
alright . " 

"Cool, cool. Got any blisters you want some help with?" 

Lucky looked down at his hands. Sure enough, thick, mustard-yellow 
blisters covered the tips of the fingers he used to pluck his bass. 
And, now that he wasn't paying attention to his racing thoughts, 
those blisters do _really_ burn... 

"Uh, yeah." Lucky said, wiggling his fingers a bit. He looked back up 
at Magic. "You don't mind, do you?" 

"Of course not, dude!" Magic laughed as he entered Lucky's room. "I 
had to suffer through them too." 

Magic shook the box of band-aids in his hand and plopped himself down 
next to Lucky on his bed. He reached into the box and pulled out a 
small sewing needle and held out his other hand to grab 
Lucky ' s . 



"Hand." He simply said. Lucky slowly placed his hand into Magic's; 
palm up. Magic's fingers wrapped around Lucky's and placed them into 
a tight grip. The needle flipped around Magic's fingers then made it 
way towards Lucky's poor blisters. 

Lucky winced as the blister burned into his fingers as the needle 
pushed into it. His eyes wandered around the ground before he could 
mutter any words . 

"Hey, Magic . . . ? " 

"Yeah, man?" He responded without straying from popping the 
blisters . 


Lucky paused. "Do... Do you think I... Did I play alright- uh well, 
during-" He inhaled sharply as Magic's needle made it's way through 
the blister, unleashing the hotness and burn from his finger. 

Magic re-positioned his arm and moved on to the next blister. "Did 
you play alright during practice today?" He said completing Lucky's 
sputtering . 

"Uh... Yeah." Lucky said. His breath grew shallow and his eyes looked 
for something to focus on. 

Magic took a deep breath before answering. "You played really well 
for your first time with the band. Lucky." The needle pushed through 
the next blister and Lucky made a soft whine. "I didn't think you 
were ready to play something like _Samba de Combo_, considering 
you've only been playing for a couple weeks." 

There was a pause. Magic's words were comforting to Lucky. Everything 
he said felt sincere and caring. 


"You really did do well. The bass isn't an easy instrument to play 
and you made it look so simple." 

Lucky twitched as Magic pushed through the next blister and 
stopped . 


"... Don't compare 
playing our entire 


up . 


If 


yourself to the rest of us. Lucky. We've been 
lives and you've _just_ picked the thing 


Magic made his way to the final blister and poked through it almost 
immediately. He dropped the needle back into the box and pulled out a 
tissue . 


Lucky looked down at the oozing fingers and smiled weakly. "I-I 
just ..." 

"Here. Wipe your blisters off." Magic said handing the tissue to 
Lucky . 

Magic pulled a few band-aids out between his fingers as Lucky rubbed 
the tips of his fingers with the tissue. 

"You really did do well today. And you'll get better with the more 
practices you go to. Just keep up the progress and you'll do just 
fine!" Magic peeled back the band-aid wrapper. Lucky held his hand 



back out . 


"... Thank you. Magic." Lucky said softly. Magic wrapped the band-aid 
around Lucky's index finger and began unwrapping the second 
one . 


"Hey, no problem, man." Magic gave Lucky a huge smile and nudged his 
shoulder against him. 


Magic wrapped the 
Lucky looked back 
believe this band 
kind and patient, 
like he belonged. 


second band-aid around Lucky's middle finder as 
down at the somewhat appealing floor. He couldn't 
was so accepting to him and, not only that, but so 
Lucky really felt welcome in this club. He felt 


And yet, tomorrow is another day. 


2 . SMACKDOWN 

Violet: "OJ eats ass hahaha" 

[rides a motorcycle off of a cliff] 

0 J : "One less person to compete with for the heart of Lucky-chan 
uwu" 

[cherry blossoms start falling gently. OJ is now in a girl's sailor 
outfit and has toast in his mouth] 


Jk everyone, here's the real chapter... 

~k ~k ~k 


><p> [ Seinfeld Bass Line Opening] <p> 

"Okay, it would be easier for you to reach that note if you already 
have your hands in this position." 

"Like this?" 

"No, you gotta lean into it like 
THIS." 

" . . .This?" 

"No . " 

" . . .What?" 

"You have to lean in with your whole body if you want to get to that 
note in time. The rest isn't as long as you think it is. If you want 
to keep up with the tempo, you're going to have to position yourself 

before the bar even begins You're still leaning too much on 

your right leg-" 


If 


If 



"...Oh! Sorry dude, I didn't mean-" 

"No, it ' s fine ..." 

"I shouldn't have forgotten about that already, I've already known 
your for a month now." 

"Really, it's alright... Don't worry about it." 

Lucky sighed and relaxed his position on his bass. Turning his head 
towards his teacher. Lucky noticed concern and regret in Magic's 
face. Ever since Lucky's lessons with him started becoming more 
frequent, it was easier to read his mannerisms when talking with him, 
more so than his other band mates. Lucky looked back to the strings 
of the bass._ He really was sorry, huh._ 

"Did you want to take a quick break?" Magic's sudden comment startled 
Lucky out of his thoughts. He noticed that Magic had already started 
getting out cleaning supplies for his guitar, getting ready for a 
ritual that happened just about four times every day. 

Lucky nodded, and with a little bit of help from Magic, he moved the 
bass back onto it's stand. After making sure that the bass was in 
place. Lucky turned back to Magic and asked him, "How long is the 
break going to last?" 

Magic flashed a huge grin at Lucky and slapped him on the back. 

"We'll start practice again when you've had enough time to recharge, 
so whenever you come back!" 

He laughed, and Lucky let out a weak smile. 

"Just give a knock when you're ready to start up again, and we can 
get back into it right away. I'll be with Gloria until you get 
back . " 

"Wait- who?" Taken aback. Lucky gave Magic an odd look. Did he hear 
that right? Magic mentioned... someone's name? 

Their eyes both locked for a moment, until Magic realized that Lucky 
was waiting for an explanation. "Oh, don't worry about it, man. Just 
relax for a bit, alright?" Magic brushed away the issue with a wave 
of his hand, which also doubled as a cue that Lucky was free to go. 

As he was closing the door. Lucky could have sworn that he could have 
heard Magic whisper something to himself... 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>A chaotic rhythm of noises faded as Lucky walked farther away 
from Club Titiboo. Not long after he joined the DCMC, the owners of 
the club scheduled construction on the building to make it seem more 
appealing to a bigger audience. Two of the workers were arguing with 
each other over which piece of an ornate elephant fit into the base 
of the statue. Lucky was glad to be walking away from it . <p> 

The cool mountain air sent a chill down Lucky's spine. He rubbed his 
arms and took a deep breath in. The atmosphere outside the club was 
so relaxing. It was nice to get out of the crowded building once in a 
while. The warmth of the sun welcomed Lucky to a calmer atmosphere 
and wrapped him in its warm rays. Everything around him seemed to be 



at peace. 


Except the animal running up the side of the mountain. 

Lucky's muscles tightened. _I-is that a chimera? _His thoughts went 
wild. Every part of him told him to run but his body refused to 
move . 

The animal took shape as it came closer to Lucky. Its body was thick 
and poofy and the head was covered in a mass of highlighter pink 
f ur- 

_That ' s not a chimera... __ 

The figure screamed. Its pace picked up and its arms spread out wide 
as if to welcome Lucky. 

_Is . . . what the... Is that a person-_ 

Lucky was suddenly lifted off his feet as the figure tackled him and 
spun him around in the air. 

"Oh, Duster! Oh, thank goodness I found you! Heck, I'm glad you're 
OKAY!" The figure plopped Lucky back down and gave him an enormous, 
toothy smile. 

"Wh-what . . ? I-I-Who ar-?" 

"Right right right." The figure, which Lucky now realized was a 
person, interrupted his sputtering and waved a hand around. "I'm sure 
you don't remember me. I mean, it has been a month since you've gone 
missing. Man, your old man and I have been looking for you EVERYWHERE 
since then ..." 

Lucky quickly scanned the person in front of him as they talked. They 
were covered head to toe in mud splatters and leaves. Their hair was 
wild; sticking out in every direction and, not only that, was bright 
pink. It looked like it was dyed, but, at the same time, looked so 
real. Lucky was mesmerized by the pink locks. 

"Hey!" The person snapped their fingers, getting Lucky out of his 
trance. "Are you even listening? I said I'd been looking for you 
everywhere! You have no idea how many asses I had to beat to even get 
an _idea_ to where you were?" 

"I-I" Lucky muttered. "S-s-sorry . . ? " 

"Damn right, you're sorry! Don't run away like that again." 

_Run away. . .? Run away from what?_ 

Lucky tried to get a question in between the person's yelling, but 
was interrupted again. 

"Now," The person brushed a leaf off their shoulder. "Let's get out 
of here. Show me where you put the egg." 

"Wait." Lucky finally got in. 

They both went silent. Lucky inhaled deeply. 



"I-I don't know... Who are you? Exactly?" 


The person knitted their eyebrows. Lucky could feel their confusion 
as if it was a blast of hot air. 

"It's me. Kumatora. You know...? From Osohe Castle?" 

Another pause. 

"You and your old man got me out of that trap?" 

Kumatora stopped again as if waiting for something to click. But 
Lucky stood there, stone-faced and confused as ever. 

"For HELL'S SAKE, Duster! Drop the act! We don't have time; you have 
to show me where the egg went ! " 

Lucky flinched back as Kumatora yelled. They took a deep breath in 
and calmly continued; 

"Ok. Ok. Obviously, you can't remember anything. That's... 
f ine . " 

They rubbed their temples. Lucky felt helpless and confused. _Who ' s 
Duster? Who is this guy? Are they talking about me?_ 

Kumatora pounded her fist into her open palm. 

"I've got it! You know what jogs my memory? A good beating to the 
head!" They made a motion to a spot on their head. "I just need you 
to remember where the egg is, so I won't pound you too bad." 

They gave Lucky a solid wink and cracked their knuckles. Lucky made 
an uncomfortable noise from the back of his throat and shifted back. 
Almost as if it were a flash of lightning, Kumatora 's fist met with 
Lucky's poor nose. He stumbled back, not from pain, but from pure 
shock as to how fast they moved. 

"Anything?" They said, rubbing their knuckles. 

Lucky didn't move. He hovered his hand over his nose in preparation 
for another attack. He hoped that if he just didn't answer, they 
wouldn't hit him again. 

"Hmm. Worse than I thought... I'm gonna have to use a bit more 
force . " 

A strong grip balled up under Lucky's neck and gave a hard tug. In an 
instance, he was lifted off his feet again, being dangled from his 
collar. For the size of the crazed person, they were surprisingly 
strong. Lucky gave half of a cry for help but was immediately 
silenced by hard knuckles to his teeth. 

POP. Kumatora landed the first blow to his jaw. Lucky's mouth swelled 
with pain. He could hear the shouts of distant men and, as he tried 
to call for them, another jab landed on his face. 

POW. The second blow twisted his head to the side. He spit blood out 
of his gaping mouth. The thrill from the bruised jaw was too much to 



bear. All Lucky wanted was for the pain to stop. 


And sure enough... 

CRACK. One last punch to the nose. The world blacked out as his mind 
slipped out of consciousness. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Everything was dark. Lucky cherished waking up from this nap he 
was taking, and he was just about ready to roll out from a strangely 
uncomfortable bed. This bed was extremely hard and his body refused 
to move when he tried to roll out of it. It could hardly be called a 
bed because it wasn't a bed. It was the floor. No, from the smells he 
could pick up through his swollen nose, it was more like the dirt 
ground than a floor. <p> 

_Wait . . . I woke up in the dirt with a swollen nose, wasn't i just 
practicing with Magic? What the hell happened to me?_ Lucky thought 
to himself, but then pain overwhelmed his thoughts and he tried his 
best to suppress a groan. 

Then Lucky heard familiar voices. It was the rest of the DCMC, and he 
could feel their presence looming over him. And they felt Lucky's 
body stirring beneath them. 

"Hey... Hey guys look! Lucky's alive!" 

"Of course he's alive. Magic. He was just unconscious, thanks to that 
sicko who beat on him." 

"When I meet that asshole. I'll pound them into the dirt, I swear on 
my life! " 

"I think OJ is already fully prepared to do that..." 

Lucky's eyes blinked open slowly. His vision was faded, but he 
noticed the colors and shapes that came together to form the members 
of the band; Magic's brown, spiky mohawk. Shimmy's colorful beads, 
Baccio's tall stature and towheaded-ness . The only one missing 

WclS ... 

"OJ...?" Lucky murmured as he tried to sit up. 

"Woah, woah. Hey, slow down there, bud!" Magic placed a hand on 
Lucky's back to support him. 

"Don't push yourself. Lucky." Shimmy stood up to give him some room. 
"You took quite a beating back there." 

Magic pulled Lucky upright. Every inch of his head throbbed with 
pain. Rubbing his temples to ease the pain. Lucky looked around to 
find OJ. His figure stood not too far away; his arms pulled up in a 
tight fold, legs out in a wide stance. There was two more bodies in 
front of OJ, but Lucky's blurred vision couldn't make out the finer 
details yet. There was, however, a struggling person caught between 
the two other bodies. And OJ did not look happy with whoever that 
was . 

"You've got a LOT of nerve messin' with one of the DCMC, kid." OJ 



shouted . 


Lucky tried to pull himself onto his feet, but was stopped by Magic's 
hand on his chest. 

"Relax, dude." Magic said, leaning Lucky back a bit. "If OJ gets out 
of control, we'll take care of it." 

His thoughts raced around his throbbing head. _Out of 
control ?_ 

not a kid, ok!?" An all-too-f amiliar voice shouted back. "And 
I came here to get Duster! Not whoever 'Lucky' is." 

Lucky began to remember what happened a few minutes ago. The 
pink-haired person that was burned into his mind took shape as he 
remembered who the voice belonged to. 

"What kind of a name is Lucky, anyway? That sounds like a name I'd 
give my dog!" Kumatora continued, still struggling to get out of the 
grip of large construction workers. 

Trying once again to get up on his feet. Lucky rolled forward into 
Magic's hand. But, instead of stopping him. Magic wrapped an arm 
around Lucky's backside to help him up. Finally, with Magic's help of 
course, he was standing up. He could feel the blood rush out of his 
head and into his sore body. He winced as his leg recollected the 
fact that it needed to swell with pain like it has for as long as 
Lucky could remember. At least it was a break from his pounding 
head . 

"Like your name is any better, 'bear-tiger'!" OJ taunted. 

Lucky could feel Magic's chest tighten. Across from him. Shimmy 
shifted uncomfortably and Baccio clenched his fists. 

"Baccio..." Magic grinded his teeth. 

"That's a lot of smack coming from a guy whose name is ORANGE 
JUICE." 

Everyone froze. All eyes suddenly locked onto OJ. 

There was a long pause as the atmosphere grew tense. Lucky felt 
Magic's breathing grow shallow. And, even though he couldn't see any 
faces from where he was standing. Lucky knew that even Shimmy's and 
Baccio 's faces were frozen in alarm. 

After a few moments of unblinking stares at OJ and a couple 
unsettling breaths, OJ made the first move. He shifted on his feet 
and lifted an arm to roll up his sleeve as he took a deep breath 
in . 

"OJ, no..." 

"OJ, don't!" 

Baccio sprung forward and hooked his hand under the back of OJ's 
collar. Held back by Baccio 's strong grip, OJ wriggled himself around 
began screaming. Kumatora began doing the same thing across from 



him . 


Through his still-fuzzy eyes, the whole scene looked like a 
playground fight to Lucky. 

Continuing to twist around violently, OJ yelled constant insults at 
both Kumatora and Baccio; such as "Let go of me, you big, ugly 
bastard" and a few things about a "whore" or some other words that 
Lucky didn't quite understand. Kumatora was yelling similar insults, 
but their words sounded less hurtful coming from someone who had a 
smoother voice than OJ. There will still strong insults coming from 
both parties, no matter the tone of voice. 

After the commotion began to slow, Kumatora was promptly lifted off 
her feet by the large construction workers holder them back. As she 
was being taken away from the still-struggling OJ and company, the 
yelling and insults grew less frequent. And, as they disappeared 
behind the side of the mountain, OJ had finally stopped twisting 
around and screaming. 

A moment of silence fell after Kumatora disappeared. 

Baccio released his grip on OJ's collar. He pulled back slightly away 
from Baccio and re-positioned his shirt. Instead of running after 
Kumatora like Lucky thought he would do (after witnessing OJ scream 
profanities he didn't even know existed), OJ instead adjusted his 
stance and turned to Lucky. 

"You alright. Lucky?" 

That was the first thing out of OJ's mouth. It took Lucky by 
surprise; he was expecting something like "Sorry you had to see that" 
or "You know what; screw that guy" or something worse. Lucky stood 
with his mouth ajar, unable to make comprehensible words or even a 
decent noise. 

"Lucky? " 

Magic gently nudged Lucky in his ribs with his shoulder. Pulling out 
of his trance. Lucky finally spoke up. 

"I-I'm alright, I guess..." He stuttered. 

"Well," OJ re-adjusted his shirt again. "That's good. We were afraid 
that guy knocked the sense outta you." 

Magic snorted. "I don't know. I think they gave Lucky a broken 
nose . " 

Crossing his eyes to get a better view. Lucky noticed that that the 
bridge of his nose was black and blue, but it didn't feel broken or 
out of place. He shook his head. 

"No, no... I'm alright." 

"It's not broken?" Lucky shook his head again. Magic sighed; "That's 
a relief . " 


OJ made a large gesture to Magic. 



"Get him back to the club to get him patched up." 

Still a little dizzy. Lucky was led by Magic back into the club. 
Before entering the building. Lucky heard Shimmy let out a light 
chuckle and lightly hit OJ on his arm, while Baccio let out a 
rhetorical question. 

"So tell me... You still think that the club doesn't need 
bouncers ? " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Happy 10th Anniversary, Mother 3!<strong> 


End 
f ile . 



